plain that it has never been worth your while to study the subject
of good looks, let me mention that even handsome people only
look really lovely and interesting now and then. There are dis-
appointing days when you are comparatively not worth looking
at, and red-letter days when you are irresistible—when you cant
look into your own eyes and face without emotion. But you are
not like that every day: no quantity of soap and water, paint,
powder, bothering about your hair, or dressing, will bring it.
When it comes then life is worth living, except that it may happen,
as it did with me just then, that you lose all the kudos through
being in some out-of-the-way place, or alone, or with your
family, who naturally dont concern themselves about your ap-
pearance. However, it made me happy enough to prevent my
catching cold, as I generally do when I come home late out of
humor.
At last there was a great clanking of coupling chains and clash-
ing of buffers: meaning that a goods train was getting out of the
way. We started with a jerk; and I settled myself in my corner
with my face turned to the window, and had a good look as we
went along. Mind: I did not close my eyes for a moment: I was as
wide awake as I am now. I thought about a lot of things, the
opera running through my head a good deal; and I remember it
occurred to me that if Don Giovanni had met me, I might have
understood him better than the other women did, and we two
have hit it off together. Whether or no, I felt sure he could not
have fooled me so easily as he did them, particularly if he had been
like the Frenchman with the tremolo. Still, the real Don Gio-
vanni might have been something very different; for experience
has taught me that people who are much admired often get
wheedled or persecuted into love affairs with persons whom they
would have let alone if they themselves had been let alone.
I had got about thus far in my thoughts when I looked round
—I dont know why; for I certainly had not the least idea that
there was anybody or anything to see; and there, seated right
opposite me, was a gentleman, wrapped in a cloak of some ex-
quisitely fine fabric in an "art shade" of Indian red, that draped
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